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12 THE IMITATOR

in; you listen to the most stupid talk with the most graceful
2ir imaginable; that is one of the sure rosds to popularity
in clubdom. When it iz the Eaghion to be artistie, you can
be 50 a8 essily a8 the others; when sport is the watehword
your fine physique forbids yon noe achitvement. Yoo play
tennds and golf and polo quite well enongh to make women
sphit thedir gloves in applatse, and not too wail to make man
sneet ut you for w "pro." "When yott are riding to hounds in
Yirginia you are never Ear Brom the kill, and thers is no
automobilist whom the Newptrt sillagers are happier tofine
for fast driving. Yoo are squally at home in a cotition and
on the deck of z racing yacht. Yoo could marry whenever
you liked. ¥our character in nngpoited pither by the ex-
geasive vice ther shocks the mob, or the excepsive virtoe
that tires the smert.  You baye mesns, manoers and meoner.
Finally, you bave the two cardinel quelities of smertness,
levity znd tolerance,” He paused, znd gave = smlie of
satisfaction. "There, do you like the portrait?®

"t is abominable,” said Wane, *it is what I see in my
most awial dyeawss, And the bhoryor of it ig that it i sa
frightfnlly true. I am merely one of the figores in the
elatorate masgquerade we cefl aociety, T make no progress
in life; I learn nothing except new feshions and foibles. I
am weary of the mapquerads and the maske. Life in the
smart world is a game with mesks; one shuffes them as one
does cards, As for me, I want to throw the whole pack
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into the fire, Everpme woars these masks; nobody ever
penetrates to the rexl sonl behind the make-up.™

"It fs & game you play perfectly. One chould hesitate
long about giving up anything that ons has brocght to per-
fection. These others dabble and squabble in what you call
the secondary Imitations of life; you,at any tate, are giving
your mitation at fivst hand,"

*¥Yes, but it no longer satisfes me.  Listen, Loke. Yem
mugt promise ook tp langh and oot to frown, It will prem
abeurd to you; et I am terribly in esmmest sbont it.  When
first I came ont of collepe I went {n for sciences. When I
gave it up, It was because I foend 0 was leading me away
from the hutrin intgpeat. There 3 the botterfly T want to
chage; t.'llur hrmar interest. I stiempted all the aris; oot
one of them took me {ar on my way. My failure, Luke, i
o fromic sentemce upon the wounted knowledze of the
watld. ™

"Your failaref My dear Orson; come to the poipt,
What do yoa mran by the bumen interest?”

*1 mean that nefther scientizt sor acholer has yet shown
the way to ooe man’s anderstanding of angther’s soul. The
murgeon can take a body and dissect its every fractiom,
arguing nod proving esxch fnnction of it. The painter tries,
with feeble success, to repch what he ealls the spirit of his
snbject.. So does the anthor. He tries to pot himgelf into
the place of each of his charscters; he zims, slways, for
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the nearest poseible approach to the lifsiike, And, sbove
ali the others, there in the sctor. In this, as in its other
qualities, the art of ecting is the crodest, the most obhvious
of them all; yet, in cettain moments, it comes nearest 1o the
idesl. The sctor in hia mers self is—well, we 2l know the
story of the famoue player being metby this presting: ‘And
what art thou to-night?” Bot he goes behind 2 door and he
cxn come forth in o series of zelves. A trick of so with
paint: & chanpe of wip: a twist af the foce-muoseles, and we
bave the same man appeating as Arpedeow, as fickeliey, ay
Falsaff. The thing is externgl, of course. Whetker there
shall be anything mors thin the mere bodily mesk depends
‘upim the gctor’s ioteiligence and his imegination. The
supreme artist 5a sccesds, by vintoe of moch study, moch
akill in imitating what him hes conceived to be the soul of his
subject, in almost giving ma 2 lifelike portrait.  And yet,
and yet—it is oot the real thing; the real sonl of his sabject
is ms mnch a mystery io that actor as it is ko you or me.
That is what T mean when I say that science fails a3 at the
most [mportant point of all; the sonl of my neighbeor is as
profound & mystery {o me a3 the soul of & men that lived a
thousend years ago. I can know yoor face, Luke, yomr
clothes, your volce, the cutwerd mask you wear; but—can 1
reach the scerets of your senl? Mo, And if we canmot
Inow how others feel and think, how can we 38y we know
the world? Bahl The world is & realn of shadows in
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which all walk biindly. We touch hands every day, but onr
sonls sie hidden in & weil that bas not been passed since
God made the aniverse.”

*You cry for the moon,® said Motcmdith. *You long for
the unspeskable. I8 it oot terrible cnengh to know your
neighbor's fpoe, hia woice, his coal, withoot burdening
yimrgelf with knowladge of his inner selff It ig merely an
:gq?'.aﬁu curipgity, my dear Qrson; yoo cannot prove thet the
human interest, gy you term it, world benefit by the exten-
gion in wisdom you want.™

*Oh, you ars wrong, you are wroug, The whole world
of ucience wndergoes revolution, ence you gain the peint T
gpeak of. Doztors will bave the mind 23 well a3 the hody
to diagnose; lovers will regd ench others hearts as well as
their volees; Hes will become impossible, or, ot loast, futile;
obh—it would be 2 better world altogether. At mny rate,
until this avenue of knowledge i opened to me, T shall cell
all the rest & f2iluve. I imitats; youl imitale; we imitate;
that is the comjegation of lifs. When I think of the hope-
leaamegs of the thing—ds you womder I prow bifter? I
want communion with renl being, and [ mest only masks.
I tel]l you, Luke, it is shominabie, this wall that stands be-
tween exch individual and the rest of the world,. How can
I love my neighbor if I do not onderstand him? How can
I understend him if T cannot think his thouphts, dream his
dreams, spell out his seul's secrets?™
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Monereith smiled at his friend, and Iet his cyes wandsr
a trifle fronically sbout his figure. "One woald not think,
to look at you, that you ware poesesand of & mania, an itch]
If you take my advice you will content yourself with living
life as you find it. It is reslly & very decent world. It has
good meet and drink in it, and some sweet women, and a
strong man or twa. Most of ns are quite ignorant of the
fact that we are merely enpgnged in incomplete imitations of
life, or that there iz n Chinese wull between us and the
othars; the chances gre we wre dll the happier for odr inme-
cencn.  Consfder, for instsnce, that rosy little face behind
un—yuil Gen fod it perfectly in that mirror—can you deay
that it looks ali happinest aod inndcence?™

Wane looked, and presently sighed alittle. The face of
the pizl, ag he fonnd it in the glaws, was the color of roges
lying on n poot of clear water. Ii was one of those fmces
thet ene sceres knows whether {o think finer in profils or in
full view: the features were amall, the hair glistaned with
s tint of thot burnigh the moon sometimes wears on summer
nights, end the figure was & mare fillip to the imagination.
A clugtar of [ilies of the walley Iay upon her heir; they
seemed like countless little cnps powring frost upom e cop-
per glow.  All about har rediated oo inafnhle gentleness, o
tenderness; ahe made o)l the other folk shout her seem
garish and ugly znd cruel, One wondered what she did in

that gallery.



